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Then the tiny figure of a man appeared from below, making
towards the Hut

'' How pure the air is here' " thought Marek on his
veranda " Here, Heaven be praised, the Absolute is still
latent, it still lies under a spell, hidden in everything, m these
mountains and forests, in the sweet grass and the blue sky
Here it does not rush about all over the place, waking terror
or working magic, it simply dwells in all matter, a God deeply
and quietly present, not even breathing, only in silence watch-
ing over all " Marek clasped his hands in a mute prayer
of thankfulness " Dear God, how pure the air is here ' "

The man who had come up from below stopped under the
veranda

" Well, Marek, so4've found you at last' "
Marek looked up, not greatlv pleased    The man who stood
before him was G H Bondy

" So I've found you at last' " Bondy said again
" Gome along up, then," said Marek, with obvious reluc-
tance    " What the deuce has brought you here ?    Hea~\ ens,
man, >ou do look queer! "

G H Bondy did indeed look sunken and yellow; he had
gone very grey about the temples, and lines of \vearmess made
dark shadows around his eyes He seated himself without a
word beside Marek and squeezed his hands together between
his knees.

"Come now, what's wrong with }ou?"  Marek pressed
him after a painful silence.
Bondy raised his arms

" I'm going to retire, old man   You see, it's got me too
me! "

"What, religion?" shouted Marek, recoiling as though
from a leper

Bondy nodded    Was it not a tear of shame that trembled